had been her games mistress at school. My spirits re-
lived. I played deck tennis, I was in and out of the
skimming-pool, I was always first up on the morning
deck, I became the ship's pet once more. For three
weeks I forgot the future and the past. And then we
were nosing our way into the Channel fog again,
I had ten 'shillings in my bag when I arrived at the
basement fiat.    It was the same one in Finsbury Park,
The fitting-room was full of wicker baskets for the
eleven cats, and a pot of cods* heads was simmering
over the fire and my mother was in the middle of a
strident quarrel with the neighbours.    Richard's first
cheque came a few days later, and a letter from Bernard.
He had got to England a month before   me,   and   he
asked me to meet him in the Museum, where he had
business.    He motored me down for a long week-end to
Lynton, and   we   climbed   and   picked   heather   and
walked in the soft summer rain.    But I felt our com-
panionship didn't belong there.    It belonged to another
frame that was packed away in a dusty box-room now,
and on which were beginning to gather the first im-
perceptible specks of grime.    I didn't know what the
new frame must hold.    I didn't think there was mom
in it for Bernard and me.    He took to shutting him-
self up in his room with scientific books.    "It's no good,
Sheila," he said.    CCI can't stand crowds and vulgarity/*
But I saw no crowds.    I saw only the sea and the sky
and the rocks and a few early visitors from the Mid-
lands, with their cotton gloves and   their   cheap   um-
brellas, and the bloom of our relation that was begin-
ning to fade*
263